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The black sun's kisses opening
Upon their blindness, like two eyes,
Enormous, open in bed against one's own.

Something sang on the firmament.
The past, my friend, compelled you,
The charge of habit and of love.
The olive in the blood awoke,
The stones of Athens in their pride
Will remember, regret, and often bless.

And in your victory my thoughts
Went back to the island embattled,
The lion of mercy in her hours,
Deserted by the poets, with no songs
But the uniform shining eyes
Of her young lovers, the peers of the lion.

Kisses in letters from home:
Crosses in the snow: now surely
Lover and loved exist again
By a strange communion of darkness.,
Those who went in all innocence,
Whom the wheel disfigured; whom
Charity will not revisit or repair,
The innocent who fell like apples.

Consider how love betrays us:
In the conversation of the prophets
,Who daily repaired the world
.By profit and loss, with no text
On the unknown quantity
By whose possession all problems
Are only ink and air made words;
I mean friends everywhere who smile
And reach out their hands.